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"A. M." Williamson, Noted Writer,
Declares to The Evening World-- :

Sibil Helps Wirfe Ow
vri7e Is More Gloriously

Alive Than He Ever Was
Before' She Says,, and
Cites Several Strange
Experiences'.

9

Marguerite Moocra Marshall'
Onjijrtrt. 1931, br tt Prcm PrftAWhln Oo.

ITho New Tort Emw WerU.)

is a 'woman In Now York
THIJUH husband died five

months ago, after one of the
hupptost of marriages last ng almost
twenty years, and yot she believes
that ho la "more gloriously alive tn.m
he over was ibofore." Sho believes It

o Intensely that her books and main-
line articles about to be published
will br signed with his name as well
ns her own, after the fashion of tholr
long literary partnership, She believes
that every day bW6 and this dead man
talk together, that at least once nine?
his dcah sho has seen him exactly as
he was in life, that ho has brought
her flowers, that he has caressed her
in the fash on peculiarly hla own.thar
within an hour of his passing 'he sent
her a sign to nlmw that he was alive
and mvtr and longing to help her In
her grief

Alice Williamson, tho "A." M." of
the famous firm of automobile ro-

mance weavers, C. N. and A. SI. 'Wil-
liamson, is the woman who told mo
this story of a love and faith
stronger than death a story which
must appeal to every one who has ever
loved and lost, or even feared to lose:
who is a true believer or, on tho other
hand, sceptical about uptrituallsm, yet
to be convinced as to the survival of
tho individual.

I found Sirs. Williamson at tlio
Belmont, an appealing figure

lh her mourning and hor courageous
AND

taith. She looks like one's idea of cles will not bo signed "Alice Will-Be- n

nolt's "Sweet Alice," "whoso hair lamson" but will bear the familiar
was so brown' and who probably had line, "By C. N. and A. M. Wllllam-blg- .

blue eyes, rosily flushed oheeks son." And this will bo done here Is
and a child's 'timid yet impulsive the amazing part of It not as a
smile. She Is of American birth and widow's tribute to i dead
comes to New York often, although but ns a '"'lte's testimony of partner-..ne- e

she sailed away at eighteen her nS "m" Williamson
home has been in England. There shall give you as he gave It to me
Hhc married the journalist. C N. In her soft, serious voice, tho light of
Williamson, and overseas the two of
them made their motor Journeys and
wrote "The conductor, "
The Motor Maid" and the many

other ules of the lovo god in a ma- -
chine with which their American pub
lie in familiar.

The actual writing always has. besn
done by Mrs. Williamson. For two
ycara and a half Iti has been done at
night, Einco in the daytlmo sho was
nursing her husband, who ln the
I- ronch war aone contracted tho tcr--

rlblo case of septic poisoning which
resulted in his dt'ath last autumn.
Sho feels that ho was truly a war
eastlaltv. although his iiro and near- -

lehtednesa kept him out of the
trenches.

I had heard that when "Vision
.use," Mrs. Williamson's new book.

and when the first of a
.. s of articles. "Behind tho
Jt Monto Carlo," appears In

ipular magazine, book and artl- -

ft 25,000 YEAR

BERTHA REMdAUGH.

of the three moat brilliant wonwa
lawyers la the countrx.

MRS MR C.N.

husband

Joyous confidence in her bluo eyes.
t Know, sue oegan simpiy, mai

my hUHband lM more gloriously auve
tbilI1 he over wfl8 betore.

"Wo were married, you see, almost
twentv years. He was a member of
the Society for t'sychical Hesearch,
but lie never was convinced by any- -
thine he saw or heard at their meet- -
Ings. I have been enormously inter- -
csted In the great adventure of death

ln fact, for years I ve Just been
rtyn; t0 die," she Interpolated with a
naive smile. "But I never went to
mediums or even tried automatic
writing. I should be afraid to do
anything like that afraid of trickery
or that some force might answer me
J1'? Jua amuse

my husband and I
made an agreement that whichever
died first, that ono would try to

1 i . . 1. - n 1 v. . t. .I- -.come utwn w inu uLiivr nj iu
& k,b gQ natum,; ,sn,t ,t?
you love a person and you have to go
on a business trip to trie omer sme
of the world you don't Just drop Into

pace wltnout Bendlng letters or

Books"

BbBbIb

WILLIAMSON

"Nevertheless,

cablegrams or anything. wny "That's why I cannot underhtanu now
shouldn't yon try to communicate snc o.jn marry again If she really
with tho left behind when you loved her first husband. I have a
take the longest Journey of all? friend who adored her husband, but

"My husband does como to me. He i,c was kllleii'ln tho war and she was
has given mo signs. He and I talk.BO lonely that sho married a man
together every day. He helps ran w,o had loved her a long time. And
write our books; If h. didn't I could it is terrible she simply cannot feel
never put pen to paper again. th that she Is married to tho second
Joy of It would have gone out of me." man. She will Bay. 'Yes. my husband

"How soon after his death did you always doos" oh. something or other
receive a sign which convlno-- you and then she will pull herself up and
he was still "ving and near you?" I iwk stricken and murmur. 'I mean my
asked. "And what sort of filgn was KHtST husband.'
Itr couldn't believe In the

"Within an hour of the time tno
nurso nnd I made him beautiful the
first sign came to me." she answered,
earneslly. "I went Into my own room.

.mpjhln'i- - told me to co tc a drawer
I had not opened In months, to look
.k.,v, it fill T fnnnrt a rvicVet. to

h. nnrkAt in it bim n letter
written to me by my husband years
before, when I a little unhappy
urging me to cheer up nnd telling me
how much ho cared. I didn't even
know 1 had kept the letter, I had not
the slightest idea whore-t- look for It

until he told me.
"When I was nursing him and

, straightening out his bed he had a
way of moving his hand down
arm from the elbow to tho wnat.
Tho very day after I found tho let-

ter I was alone and I felt that little
rubbing caress Just as plainly as I
had ever felt It. Then, when all the
flowers were arranged about Mm. be-

fore our friends came. I stood beside
him and thought. If you could only
seo the flowers, dear! If you could
know how beautiful they are!' And all
at once a wreath from a very dear
friend of ours It waved! The house
w,t rfootly still. ther was no
mv -- t of air. but the wreath
Tlaln! .noved,

"Oni-- when I was In bed he came

Vther' 1

"Do you w, any medium

and stood bosideme oh, perhaps Ithe American whowomenA,r, iKlneJ but r neyer gaw ,l(m more
at least 36,000 annually ciearly. Another time I saw Just his

Is Mlse Bertha v ibaugh of hands and they were sprinkling me
Now York. She la rca.ud as one with the most beautiful Illuminated

9

one

All

"If one

was

my

asl.ed. "A human one, or a oulja
board, or automatic writing?"

"Never," she replied. "I have a
wonderful picture of him. I Just look
at it and think and long for him and
lie coim s to me. He never falls, and
wo talk together nut aloud, you
know, but our thoughts talk to each
other. I know that lie comes to me
from a beautiful plnce, where lie has
everything for which he expresses a
wish and whore ho is doing great
work I think tho work of preparing
nthpr mlrwla to "holleve in Hlllrit SUr
dvai. Hut ho Is Interested in me ana
ln wllnt 1 am doing and I know h- -

helps TJlttt 18 w,,y j W!Ull Wb niun
aJwnys signed with mine.

"For Instance, 1 had to write a book
about Hying, and I know noimng.
nothing at all, about tjie mechanics of
It. I suid to myself that I would
write It and then submit it for cor--

rectlons, to an.aviator. fMid Just thai
and yet he me .that all the ily- -

Ing terms. I used, which saumed Just to
come Into my head as 1 "wrote, wen'
absolutely correct, that notja change
was necossary. WHio ) me, ir
my hut-ban- d did not? Ho was
trained to be an engineer, and ho wna
deeply interested in tho niechanlcs of
aviation and knew so much more
uibout it than I.

"It Is so wonderful!" I wish 1
1 .1 11- .- .. .1 Inl.i Ihn hlnlni- -........t;uuiti uvatnfu iiwiiiv.j.

look on Mco wmiamson.B mtle, deli- -
cato face as she spoke.

-- yet 1 am sure every woman
who greatly loves a man can have
the same experience." sh added.

presence or tne man ono iqvcs, it
would be so hard to live, wouldn't it,
when be teems to die?' appealed Alice
Williamson, her fcbie eves fllllrg, ber
smile t isted w pa-- n. 'mut It a
wom.11 eves he can return to her
sho n no othr help. Ho WHUL,

retTirii she calls he will answer.
Isn't t .t love?"

This Baby Has More
Than His Share of

Living Grandparents
LITTUb AUSTIN

BATCHBUDKlt,
the son of Mr. and Mrs.

Roger Hatchelder of Iarch-mo-

Gardens, who was born
lant Sunday, has more than
h.s share of relatives. He has
four grandparents, three

and one
great-gre- at grandmother, to
say nothing of great and
great-gre- at aunts and uncles.
Mr. J. W. It. Batcheldor,

Itvia In
Worcester, Mass., and Mr. and
Mrs. William Parr,

live In Daw.
llsh, Devonshire, England.
Mrs. Amy Barr, of Liverpool,
England, the great-gre- at

grandmother, la eighty --six
years old and Is one of the
most expert bridge players In
that city.

MAXIMS
OF A.

MODERN MAID
iMARQUERtTE M00ERSnAP5WlLl

OctTTifM. 1931, hj th. firm PnbiWllof On.
(I in fHnr ion jbnxivc nora.1
LOVERS' quarrel should boA llko a French duel to set-

tle a point of honor and
without serious casualties on either
side. S

Now York's attitude toward Pro-

hibition 6cems to be: "What's tho
Constitutional Amendment ootweon
friends V

A woman oan buy hor complex-
ion, her balr, her figure, evon tho
lustre of her eyes; she can change
In no way tho betraying Bhapo of
her mouth, yet it's the' last feature
at which a man looks. '

Sometimes a cat says "Mlaui
Mlau!" and sometimes she says 3b e

heard all about you when she Was
in college "years after you gradu
ated! dear!"

It is easier for a camel to go
through a needle's eye than for a
flapper to pans unscathed where two
or three aro gathered together in
the name of Mrs. Grundy.

A man loses half the fun of going
to a stag dinner when his wife re-

fuses to make the least fuss about It
Why men marry: In order to have

some one who will remember to put
away the key to the hooch closet,
to order the coal, to take the the-

atre tickets or one who can be
blamed when she forgets.

Why women marry: In order to

obtain on audience, that cannot es-

cape, for whatever polite comedy,

melodrama or monologue they may
choose to stage.

Every child Is naturally a daugh-

ter of the horse leech, and most
American parents do nothing to in-

terfere with nature.
Alimony may be the fine imposed

by the matrimonial tax collector for
false returns.

Ji motor truck lias i
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By Lindsay Denison.
Cnpjnrht, iwji, n I'rrm Pirjiinf Cb.

(1 Now YoA Ewniug WorU.)
King of Montenegro,NICHOtiAS, In Franco.

And now wo shall never
him, Private Herb L And we
both hone1 wpv MrttA.ilw v.n'Bll",d-- 1

The Kins of Montenegro, after his
flight from the Black Mountain, had
rented chatpsnn on h ni.twrt

" P"-- "" " iwratauj, it
was a gray etone Italian palace, set
back an eighth of a mUo In a groat
pirK on 1110 n'C&.'way. from which
only glimpses could toe caught through
viBtas wonderfuly kept trees and
Bhrubbery. just inside the high Iron
fenco on T0 w a cultivated
strip, on which grew six or eight
rows American owect corn. was

8tranffcly attractive place, it',,,,the everlasting credit of the por- -
sonnoi ana patients tne Ueau Desert
Hospital Center, a scant miles

,l;va, lnttl no comDlaint of aepreda- -
Uona ever eamo headquarters from
the King's caretakers.

chateau was otilcially
closed. The lawns were trimmed. The
corn was hoed, the gravel walks and
roads were freshly scratched. But the
windows wcro boarded up.

Private Herb returned from an d

Bordeaux after supper one
iftvmoon with his oyea big us
those of a ld youngster
who has seen his IJrst circus parade.

Inspector General could over
have found fault with Herb's soldier

but under our uniforms he
was very much In the relation of an
aggressively loyal brother, and we
both knew it

"Docs the Captain know," ha said,
"that tho King is lack? The King o'
Montenegro. I wiw htm Just now
down the road near his place, llun
tho side car within three fcot of him."

"Hadn't heard of it," I said. "You
can get your supper at the
mess ln half an hour." The patients
were served In relays, which carried
tbtlr supper hour along until half-pa- nt

seven or eight.
Supper meant nothing in Herb's
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young life Just then.
"Did the Captain cversoo a

he asked. "Gee, I wish you hud been
along. The fellers won't believe me
when I tell 'em. But If tho Captain
had been with me they'd have to."

"I wish I had." I caid.
'1 haven't put the side car up yet,"

he said, eagerly. "We can get down
there and buck In fifteen minuter.
He dldn have his crown on, but, gee,
he's a King all right"

After all, there were some records
to bu delivered the Malrle ut
Merignau, and the Mayor was usually
;i round at that hour of the evening.
Wo went. As we snorted Into the
village aloug the green-borilort- 'd

white table-smoo- th road, all forget-
ful of royalty, I was startled Dy the
suddenness with which the side cm
stopped.

There' he gasped Private Herb
triumphantly. In spaco before
the King's villa gate stood a war-
worn Senegalese soldier. He was
black as night ami shiny. Ills enor-
mous lips bulged out In two
purplish red rolls across iliu bottom
of his fa.-"- . Ills turs flnppe,i under
s :c-i- tl big brass rn.s hung
from thm. His loose blouse
baggy trousers were battle-staine-

but he had a hue pair of United
States hobnails.

"Now, when 1 tell world I've
seen a king," said Private Herb;
"those fresh guys over barracks
will take the Captain's word for It"

The big black nun shambled to tho
aide of the car and held out a recep-
tive palm.

'Cigarette he mur-
mured, pleadingly, "Unc, deux, trots.

!

teli .

tif
(Tb

I

uirnm 1 1

cigarettes Atnoiuuuu.i. Je suis
'blessu; Je suls trts fatigue."' am a
wounded soldier; I um ull lined up).

He opened his blouse and pulled
aside shirt and showed a horrid
scar across his shoulder. Ho pointed
In the direction of a French hospital
down the rood toward Bord?aux
where hundreds of black troopn were
under care. "Olgan ttt s Amerl-onlncs,- "

repeated, responding with
n terrific smllo efforts Keep
my straight on the side toward
Private Herb, "pour mol . et mes

(For mo and
tin othtr fellow, down yonder).

I hud noticed In the bottom of tho
side car a carton of American cigar-
ettes brought back by Private Herb
from Bordeaux oommlsenry sales
nti rr, wMeh he h.id no liux hvmi to
have visited whon on a hurrv up
errand.

"Private Herb," I said, "the Kiiuc
sa th.it If ont of uh will, come
ucvosh with a carton of cigarettes h
vlll confer on us the Decoration of
ne Montenegrin Order of Honohose

Hut we must swear never to mention
that he hits met uh until the decora-- 1

on Is ileliverid by his
I'rlvnte Herb dived fur his cigar-

ettes so violently he almost pulled my
legs out of tho side cur. Wo went
our uvos

It was a long time b.fote I found
the tact to explain things ti. Private
Herb But I think he forgave me. At
least I didn't tell anybody else.

"Perhaps," was what he suld. "some
time when this damn war is over, the
Captain and 1 can come buck see
a sure enough IClng."

we siw.ll never seo Nicholas ot
Montenegro.

p. 1 JTWf'
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J.UUt wabbled weakly downMil.the stairs, insisting to bis pro-

testing wife that he felt per-

fectly all right and that his cold was
cured. It was not from weakness he
wabbled, but from all the medicine
ho had been compelled to take by his

'good lady. Much of it had been
quinine, and quinine always made
Mr. Jarr dizzy.

Ho met his friend, John W. Bangle,
down the street, who remarked that
Mr. Jarr was not feeling well.
"Maybe It's this sleeping sickness we

hiar so much ofboiK?" suggested Mr.
lUtnglo. "It's very dangerous, most
people die of It."

"I haven't the leupiir riuknftus,"
growled Mr. Jarr. "I hardly slept u
wink last night"

"Muytxt you've got typhun 'hat tli
immigrants aro bringing Into this
country7" Mr. Bungle remarked.

"It's nothing but a cold, und the
ookl's better," replied Mr. Jarr.

"You don't look uu though your cold
was better," said Mr. Bungle. "Iit's
go back to my housu, I got some
medicine lft that cured me."

"No more stale medicine, if you
please!" Mr. Jurr retorted tlrmly.

"Maybe you got thu dUuompor," re-

marked Mr. 1 tangle. "Oh, humans
get It Just the same um dogs. And the
cure is the same, Just put some sul-
phur In your drinking wutor"

Mr. Jurr gave John W. I tangle u
Mournful glance and parted with him
forthwith.

At the olllca no one notlwd he
looked III, and so he coughod to excite
a little symiutby.

Immediutu'ly Jenkhw, the tioek-kpe- r,

moved away from him. "If
you've got u cold stand away,
ploiix !" remarked Jenkins bruwiuvly.
Voldx are contagious. A man with a

ruld lik that should Ui' and put his
head In a bug and livliule hot extract
Of 'balsam apple. Fritz, the snipping
clerk, told me hu did that when he
had n cold."

"Did It eun tho cold?" asked Mr
Jurr. not thnt he cared, but Just to
make talk.

"No. Fritz said It didn't do his cold
a bit of good," replied Jenkins, "but
It made his children laugh to see
their old man sitting with his head
In a bag."

"What you should take la a hot
toddy," spoke up Johnson, the cash-
ier, coming over. "What you need is

Ca m Kn York Xnmtx World.)

a good hut toddy, made of the gcrJo-- j
me oiu miirr." i

"Sure, that's what I needl" saldMrJ
Jurr eugerly. "Where con I get flomaj
of the old stuff?" il

"Do you think I am a bootiesgerJ
asked the cashier Indignantly, i"Can you beat it?" remarked thai
bookkeeper. 'This rum hound ia ai
lost to all shame and decency that hoj
pretends to be sick in order to ob--1
tuln liquor." $wSi

And he never lowered his voice b3Eg?
saying It, and the boss was pasa--rl
ing by, ,3

So, Mr. Jurr dared not ack for tbol
duy off on a plea of sickness. It's
heartless world, und Mr. Jurr txrllevesl
the reason there has never bn anyjja
sympathy for tne rune is Because lonri
ago his enemies n to call himj
"T'm Slrlt Man of Kurope."

and Jill went up
JACK hill
And down without a

tumble
For youngsters fed on good

JJond "read (

Arc strone and never stumble?
Hi.
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